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Tré Notturni del Solstizio dEstate 


Author's Notes: 
Three nocturnes of the Summer Solstice, one from Hugh's perspective, one from Jeff's, and the last from 


Bev's. Jeff insisted on the structure. 


Written for the prompt \'lost in a dream\' for the DW comm dailyprompt. 


First Movement: Did He? Tranquillo con confusione (tranquil with confusion) 

The room was warm and kinda hazy. It was the middle of summer. Everyone was drunk, at the very least. 
What else had been doing the rounds was unclear, at least to Hugh McDowell. He could barely remember if 
he'd taken anything else, though he sort of suspected it due to the slight golden shimmer the tatty wallpaper 
had acquired. 


The clock leaping out of the wall seemed to think it was only Bpm. Then again, Hugh was becoming aware that 
things were somewhat upside down. And then he floated down to the floorboards and into the waiting arms of 
a beautiful maiden She cradled his head in her lap as she undid the buttons on his shirt. Hugh couldn't quite 


remember her name, though it might've been Rose or Daisy or Hyacinth or Honeysuckle. It was definitely a 


flower of some sort; Hugh remembered making a terrible joke about it when he'd been introduced, and she had 


rolled her eyes and offered him a drink instead. 


Whoever she was, she was being particularly distracting. At some point earlier in the evening, someone had 
kissed someone else and the latent sexual tension was released, so to speak. It was never something that was 
ever planned, it occurred spontaneously more often than not. At some point later in the evening, Hugh had 
acquired Honeysuckle (Hugh had decided that suited her best, given what she was currently doing to his chest), 
and they had made the lounge their bed. 


The room was somewhat emptier than it had been earlier in the evening. Hugh figured anyone not interested in 
sex or anyone interested in privacy with which to have sex had buggered off, leaving a smaller crowd to do 


what they wanted, draped over whatever happened to be around. 


Just as Honeysuckle began sucking obscenely on his collar bone, Hugh caught sight of Jeff out of the corner of 
his eye. He had found himself a rather ravishing brunette, as far as Hugh could see. If Hugh was capable of 
movement, he might've had a crack at her later on. She looked hot. Jeff was murmuring to her and she was 
giggling in a rather cute manner. Hugh found himself staring, distracted by her. He wanted to know who she 


was. 


Then she tilted her head back and gazed in his general direction and Hugh wondered if he hadn't seen someone 
else, because that woman looked a lot like their bloody drummer, Bev. Sure, he had girly hair and a girl's name, 


but he was very much a man. Wasn't he? Either way, Jeff was really into her (him?). 
"|-Isntt that." Hugh murmured, squinting at her in a bid to discern her identity. 

"| dunno, | reckon you should stop starin’ at her and pay me some attention," Honeysuckle said. 
"Just one moment-" 


Honeysuckle would have to wait. Whoever Jeff was with had captured Hugh's attention, at least for the 
moment. He watched her, transfixed, as Jeff ran his hands along her arms, kissed her sweetly, brushed his 
fingers through her hair. Hugh couldn't really see much of her, due to the angle, the armchair in the way, and 
Jeff blocking the view. He lay on the ground, staring at them, as Jeff whispered to her, took her wrist, and led 
her away. Honeysuckle sucked on his neck again, and Hugh let himself be distracted again 


Second Movement: Didn't He? Allegretto grazioso (moderately fast and graceful) 

Jeff hadn't meant to flirt with Bev so openly, especially with people around who he knew would notice, but 
somehow, it hadn't stopped him. Bev hadn't needed to encourage him though. He felt the need to lie over Jeff's 
lap and wrap his arms around his shoulders. He was like a large lanky cat, Jeff decided. Bev was twirling a 
finger around his nose while Jeff tried to bite it. And then Bev had laughed adorably and kissed him and Jeff 


wasn't sure it was all his fault anymore. 


They weren't even the first to break that tension either. Everyone else in the room had someone and were all 
in the process of undress. Jeff figured it was about time they either joined them or left. Neither felt like 
leaving after all they'd drunk anyway. Bev shifted so he was straddling his hips. Clasping his face, Bev kissed 


him hard, eager to wait no longer for his touch. 
"Ye gonna let me take ye here?" Jeff murmured. 


‘I'd rather we went somewhere else," Bev murmured back, brushing his hair out of the way as he licked 


around the shell of his ear. 


Jeff made an appreciative noise in his throat. Moving was fine by him. Yep. Moving elsewhere. Right on it, Bev. 
In fact, Jeff was rather comfortable at that moment, with Bev fitting nicely against him as he kissed him. 
Their hands belied their lack of movement, eager as they were to get going. It wasn't that they were prudish 
that they desired privacy, it was more, well. It was a secret. They just didn't want to fuck in a room full of 
other people fucking. 


Eventually, Bev got to his feet, curling out of Jeffs embrace. Jeff still thought he was like a cat the way his 
fingers curled around his wrists and lifted Jeff out of the chair. Bev felt a need for one more kiss before they 
clasped hands and made their way towards the rest of the house in their search for privacy. 


They hovered by the doorframe as Jeff leaned in to kiss him again. Bev had to smile at what Jeff was 


whispering to him in a not-so-innocent manner. 
"Yer gonna get yourself in trouble one day," Bev said. 


"That was me intention," Jeff said. He slipped a hand down Bev's arm to gently take his wrist. "Let's get outta 


here." 


Bev smiled and let himself be led into the hallway as they looked for somewhere to go that no one else had 
already taken, stopping along the way for a kiss or two. 


Third Movement: Didn't | See? Misterioso grave (mysterious, slow and solemn) 

Bev wasn't sure where the room was in the grand scheme of things, but another couple had staggered out in 
front of them and wandered off proclaiming their desire for more, though of what they didn't say. Jeff took 
the chance to steal their room. Shutting the door gave them privacy. Now they could fuck all they wanted and 


no one would think any different. 
The room itself was dim, and the bed was somewhat uncomfortable. Jeff lay him down and lay over him, 
gently grinding against him. Jeff was negating the chill in the room, though Bev was sure nothing would get rid 


of the strange stench of burnt toast the room contained. 


They could take as long as they wanted now. It was what Bev wanted. He didn't often get a chance to take 


things slow with Jeff; more often than enough it was a quick encounter where no one would find them. A bed, 


and a lockable door, was a bonus. Bev shushed him as he went to speak. 
"Don't rush. | want to feel everything tonight," Bev whispered. 


Jeff smiled and knew what he meant. Bev let his head fall back against the mattress as Jeff sucked on his 
neck. It was a suitable distraction as Jeff eased his shirt off his shoulders and started working down his chest. 
The sensation of his tongue tracing the scars on his chest and his beard scratching his skin sent shivers down 
his spine. Jeff was capable of surprising sensuality in his inebriated state. 


Bev arched into his touch, hand reaching down to brace against his shoulder. He hardly needed to encourage 
him to rid them of the rest of their clothes. He'd slept with Jeff enough for Jeff to not worry about the fact 
that what was between Bev's legs didn't match his appearance. Then again, Jeff thought it was part of his 


charm. 


Bev wrapped his arms around Jeff's neck as he eased his way inside him. The way Jeff was moving was 
intoxicating. Bev had wanted to feel everything that night and Jeff was delivering. Jeff wasn't fucking his arse 
this time either, and the sensation wasn't as strange as Bev had thought it would be. 


One day, Bev would be a man, but he was content to leave it for now. The pleasure coursing through his body 
was intense enough. Jeff's slow movements gave him time to get used to being fucked that way, like a girl. Bev 
held him close, clinging to him as Jeff began to thrust harder. 


Bev closed his eyes as he came, unable to describe what exactly it had felt like. Jeff pressed close to him and 
sung quietly in his ear, a hand tangling in his hair. Bev caught his wrist. Jeff lazily thrust a few more times 
before pulling out and rolling onto his back, bringing Bev with him. Locked together in the darkness, Bev was 
sure he heard fireworks as he listened to the sound of Jeff breathing. 


